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ear'0  Greeting. 


the  poor  old  year  is  dead  ! 
All  his  flowerets  fair  are  shed, 
All  his  happy  hours  are  fled, 

Past  his  pleasures  fleeting  : 
As  we  mourn  him,  who  comes  here 
Our  desponding  hearts  to  cheer  ? 
It  is  thou,  Oh,  bright  New  Year  ! 
So  we  give  thee  greeting  ! 

It  was  time  that  he  should  go  : 
He  had  brought  us  friend  and  foe, 
Many  a  parting  fraught  with  woe, 

Many  a  happy  meeting  : 
What  thou  bringest  who  can  tell—  - 
Joyful  chime  or  solemn  knell  ? 
Yet  we  know  it  shall  be  well, 

So  we  give  thee  greeting! 

Bygone  years  are  past  for  aye  ; 
Of  a  truth  their  nay  is  nay  ; 
They  would  neither  stop  nor  stay 
In  their  swift  retreating: 
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But  thy  life's  unwritten  still 
As  thou  com'st  to  work  our  will, 
Strong  for  good  or  strong  for  ill — 
So  we  give  thee  greeting  ! 

Buried  years  we  cannot  change, 
Future  years  are  far  and  strange, 
But  thou  fallest  in  our  range, 

Thus  despair  defeating  ; 
If  we  use  thee  for  the  right, — 
Each  with  heart  and  soul  and  might, — 
Thou  wilt  crown  our  heads  with  light, 

So  we  give  thee  greeting ! 

We  must  lose  the  things  of  old — 
Snowdrifts  sleeping  on  the  wold, 
Winter  days  so  dark  and  cold, 

Raining,  snowing,  sleeting; 
But  thou  bearest  on  thy  way 
April's  buds  and  blossoms  gay, 
Sunny  afternoons  of  May — 

So  we  give  thee  greeting  ! 

Sweet  the  message  thou  dost  bring, 
Full  of  Youth  and  Hope  and  Spring, 
Making  all  our  hearts  to  sing 
With  its  glad  repeating  : — 
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"  Spring  shall  conquer  Winter's  might, 
Darkness  vanish  into  light, 
Morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night !  " — 
So  we  give  thee  greeting  ! 


of 


/^OME,  my  Belov'd  !  for  the  Winter  is  over; 

Daisies  once  more  all  the  meadow-lands  cover, 

Gaily  again  all  the  little  birds  sing; 
Over  and  gone  are  the  raining  and  snowing, 
And  in  their  stead  comes  a  Western  wind  blowing 

Into  our  hearts  the  sweet  message  of  Spring. 

Daffodils  queenly  and  fair  are  beholden, 
Changing  the  paths  into  thoroughfares  golden, 

Trod  by  invisible  angels  who  bring 
Blossoms  to  tell  of  rich  gifts  to  be  given, 
Bluebells  so  bright  to  remind  us  of  Heaven, 

Buttercups  bearing  a  message  of  Spring. 

Sad  were  our  hearts  when  last  year  lay  a-dying  : 
Whilst  through  bare  branches  the  wild  winds  were 

sighing, 
Fading  seemed  all  things  to  which  we  would  cling  ; 
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Gone  was  the  Summer  with  happiest  pleasures, 
Past  was  the  Autumn  with  costliest  treasures, 
Farthest  of  all  seemed  the  brightness  of  Spring. 

Sad  were  we  then — but  our  sadness  has  vanished  ; 
Spring  with  her  smiles  cruel  Winter  has  banished, 

Swallows  to  join  us  are  now  on  the  wing, 
Stateliest  flowers  are  strewing  the  meadows, 
Sunniest  hours  are  chasing  the  shadows, 

All  the  land  welcomes  the  birthday  of  Spring. 

True  is  the  lesson  the  Springtide  would  teach  us, 
Sweet  are  the  tones  of  her  voice  that  can  reach  us, 

Joyful  the  message  she  hastens  to  bring : — 
"  Sigh  never  more  over  sweet  faded  posies  ! — 
Soon  will  the  hedges  be  covered  with  roses, 

Violets  blue  have  returned  with  the  Spring. 

"  Old    joys    have    fled — there    are    brighter    ones 

looming; 
Old    flowers    are    dead — there    are    sweeter    ones 

blooming ; 

Old  songs  are  hushed — there  are  new  ones  to  sing : 
Turn  from  the  past  to  the  future  before  you, 
Lift  up  your  hearts  to  the  skies  that  are  o'er  you, 
Render  your  thanks  for  the  message  of  Spring  ! " 
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npHE  winter  days  at  last  are  o'er, 

And  hungry  little  birds  no  more 
Come  tamely  begging  at  the  door 

And  on  the  window-sills ; 
Sweet  songsters  chirp  on  every  spray, 
The  fields  are  bright  with  lambs  at  play, 
And  all  the  sombre  woods  are  gay 

With  golden  daffodils. 

They  deck  the  meads  with  cloth  of  gold, 
They  make  sweet  sunshine  o'er  the  wold, 
They  dance  with  joy  and  glee  untold 

To  music  of  the  rills ; 
They  chase  away  old  Winter's  frown, 
Spring's  coming  publish  up  and  down, 
And  Queen  proclaim  her  with  a  crown 

Of  golden  daffodils. 

They  are  not  regal  like  the  rose 
Which  in  my  lady's  garden  grows, 
Nor  fragrant  like  the  thyme  which  blows 
Upon  the  sun-kissed  hills; 
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No  daisy's  secret  can  they  tell, 
Nor  cast  the  poppy's  soothing  spell, 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  love  them  well — 
Those  golden  daffodils. 

What  though  they  be  not  wondrous  fair, 
Nor  boast  a  beauty  past  compare, 
Nor  yield  a  perfume  rich  and  rare 

Which  nigh  with  sweetness  kills  ? 
They  bring  a  smile  to  earth's  worn  face, 
And  make  her  gladsome  with  their  grace, 
E'en  though  they  be  but  common-place — 

My  golden  daffodils. 

I  never  ask,  with  vain  regret, 
Why  they  are  not  like  mignonette, 
Or  like  the  blue-eyed  violet 

Whose  scent  my  senses  thrills : 
Why  let  such  thoughts  my  pleasure  mar 
Or  cast  across  my  joy  a  bar? 
I  love  them  just  for  what  they  are — 

My  golden  daffodils. 

To  me  each  flower  a  message  brings, 
That  from  the  smallest,  simplest  things 
A  world  of  joy  and  pleasure  springs, 
And  hearts  with  gladness  fills, 
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If  we  will  but  remember  this — 
To  value  each  for  what  it  is, 
And  not  expect  too  rare  a  bliss 
From  golden  daffodils. 

Still  one  more  lesson  do  they  teach : 
Should  great  things  lie  beyond  our  reach, 
It  falls  within  the  lot  of  each 

Who  duty's  claim  fulfils — 
Unhelped  by  special  charm  or  grace — 
To  make,  for  just  a  little  space, 
"  A  sunshine  in  a  shady  place/' 

Like  golden  daffodils. 


are  blossoms,  fair  to  see, 

_£• 

Veiling  every  bush  and  tree 

With  a  snowy  whiteness ! 
Fair  are  blossoms,  passing  fair, 
Wafting  sweetness  on  the  air, 

Gladd'ning  with  their  brightness  ! 
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But  their  beauties  cannot  last, 
For  there  blows  a  bitter  blast, 

Sent  to  chill  and  harden; 
And  before  this  cruel  foe 
Straight  they  fall  like  flakes  of  snow 

All  about  the  garden. 

Just  at  first  we  grieve  and  sigh 
That  such  tender  things  must  die 

In  their  youthful  gladness — 
Die  in  all  their  beauty's  bloom, 
Leave  the  garden  wrapped  in  gloom 

And  in  dreary  sadness. 

But  a  message  sweet  they  leave, 
Saying,  "  Wherefore  should  ye  grieve  • 

O'er  our  early  dying? 
Though  our  petals  frail  be  shed, 
Richest  fruits  shall  come  instead, 

All  your  need  supplying. 

"  It  is  meet  that  we  should  go, 
Otherwise  yejd  never  know 

Autumn's  treasures  golden : 
Ere  the  gain  must  come  the  loss — 
Ere  the  Crown  must  come  the  Cross — 

'Tis  a  lesson  olden. 
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"  Let  this  thought  with  you  abide ; 
For  the  bells  at  Eastertide 

Tell  the  same  old  story  : — 
Conquest  only  comes  through  strife, 
Death  is  but  the  gate  of  Life — 

Life  and  light  and  glory  ! " 


QBiuefceifo 

E  sunlight  is  shining 
On  woodland  and  wold, 
The  cowslips  are  lining 

The  meadows  with  gold  ; 
Sweet  songsters  are  singing 

In  forests  and  dells, 
And  gaily  are  ringing 
The  bonny  bluebells. 

In  bright  azure  patches 

Around  us  they  lie, 
Like  sweet  little  snatches 

Of  sapphire  sky ; 
They  fill  the  dark  hollows, 

They  fringe  the  deep  wells, 
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They  welcome  the  swallows, 
These  bonny  bluebells. 

If  they  with  their  gladness 

Such  wonders  can  do, 
Can  brighten  earth's  sadness 

With  heavenly  blue — 
Then  we  too  should  borrow 

Their  magical  spells, 
And  lighten  life's  sorrow 

Like  bonny  bluebells. 

We  all  should  be  striving, 

In  patience  and  love, 
To  shed — by  our  living — 

Bright  gleams  from  above  ; 
To  each  it  is  given — 

Wherever  he  dwells — 
To  make  earth  as  Heaven, 

Like  bonny  bluebells. 

Amidst  the  world's  dolour 
We  too  should  be  found 

In  Heaven's  own  colour, 
And  spread  it  around  ; 
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Should  show  forth  its  beauty, 
Which  gladness  compels, 

And  so  do  our  duty 
Like  bonny  bluebells. 

When  darkness  comes  sweeping 

O'er  land  and  o'er  sea, 
The  bluebells  lie  sleeping 

On  hill  and  on  lea; 
No  thought  for  the  morrow 

Their  slumber  dispels, 
They  taste  not  of  sorrow, 

These  bonny  bluebells. 

When  black  clouds  are  rolling 

And  stormy  winds  blow, 
When  faint  hearts  are  tolling 

Their  warnings  of  woe, 
Then  we — all  unheeding 

These  hope-crushing  knells — 
Bright  lives  should  be  leading, 

Like  bonny  bluebells; 

Rememb'ring  the  Power 
That  clothed  them  in  blue 
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And  cares  for  each  flower, 
Shall  care  for  us  too  : 

Our  Father  above  us 
His  little  ones  tells 

Much  more  doth  He  love  us 
Than  bonny  bluebells. 

For  He  who  thus  tendeth 

The  grass  of  the  field, 
His  children  defendeth — 

His  strength  is  their  shield  ; 
And  when  death  shall  grant  us 

Earth's  final  farewells, 
In  Heaven  He'll  plant  us, 

His  fadeless  bluebells. 


/\  LL  the  land  is  bright  around  us, 

Smiling  Spring  at  last  hath  found  us, 
And  with  fresh  delights  hath  crowned  us, 
Making  hearts  and  voices  gay  : 
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As  with  kisses  past  all  number 
Mothers  break  their  darlings'  slumber, 
Spring  the  land  with  flowers  doth  cumber — 
Wakes  the  earth  with  buds  of  May. 

Though  the  snows  of  Winter  hid  them, 
Though  the  biting  hoar-frosts  chid  them, 
Though  cold  winds  would  fain  forbid  them, 

Still  the  blossoms  had  their  way ; 
Opposition  proved  but  madness, 
Nought  could  check  the  flowerets'  gladness 
When  the  land — once  wrapped  in  sadness — 

Blushed  beneath  its  veil  of  May. 

Whilst  the  Winter  seemed  unending, 
Stern  the  thorn-trees  stood,  unbending, 
Neither  grace  nor  sweetness  lending — 

Saddened  by  the  year's  decay  : 
But  there  dawned  a  glad  to-morrow — 
Spring  returned  to  soothe  their  sorrow ; 
They  did  youth  and  beauty  borrow 

From  the  snowy  blooms  of  May. 

If  their  voices  can  but  reach  us, 
One  great  lesson  will  they  teach  us — 
One  true  sermon  will  they  preach  us — 
Let  us  heed  the  words  they  say ; 
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"  Mortals,  are  ye  heavy-hearted, 
Mourning  over  joys  departed  ? — 
Brighter  trains  of  thought  are  started 
By  the  snowy  blooms  of  May. 

"  Faint  not,  though  the  way  be  weary — 
Fail  not,  though  the  day  be  dreary — 
Let  your  spirits  still  be  cheery 

Though  the  stormy  skies  be  grey ; 
For  a  future  is  before  you 
Which  to  gladness  shall  restore  you, 
And  shall  pleasures  shower  o'er  you 

Countless  as  the  buds  of  May  ! 

"  Though  the  Winter  frosts  lie  hoary, 
Though  your  lives  have  lost  their  glory 
Like  an  oft-repeated  story, 

Though  this  world  has  had  its  day- 
Still  within  those  heavenly  places 
Where  the  angels  veil  their  faces, 
Ye  shall  find  new  gifts,  new  graces, 

Sweeter  than  the  blooms  of  May. 

"  By  the  clear  and  crystal  River, 

Of  eternal  peace  the  giver, 

Where  the  leaves  of  healing  quiver, 

Where  the  changeless  Yea  is  Yea — 
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Ye  shall  walk  in  dazzling  lightness, 
Crowned  with  crowns  of  golden  brightness, 
Clad  in  robes  of  perfect  whiteness, 
Fairer  than  the  snowy  May." 


TT  THY  do  we  tune  our  hearts  to  sorrow 

When  all  around  is  bright  and  gay, 
And  let  the  gloom  of  some  to-morrow 
Eclipse  the  gladness  of  to-day  ? 

When  Summer's  sun  is  on  us  shining, 
And  flooding  all  the  land  with  light, 

Why  do  we  waste  our  time  repining 
That  near  and  nearer  creeps  the  night  ? 

We  teach  ourselves  with  scornful  sadness 
That  it  is  vain  to  seek  for  bliss — 

There  is  no  time  for  glee  and  gladness 
In  such  a  weary  world  as  this. 

The  snare  of  doubting  thoughts  has  caught  us, 
And  we  to  grim  forebodings  yield, 
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And  fail  to  learn  the  lesson  taught  us 
By  all  the  "  lilies  of  the  field." 

They  take  no  thought  for  each  to-morrow, 
They  never  dream  of  doubt  or  sin, 

They  fear  no  dim  forthcoming  sorrow, 
"  They  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin." 

Yet  still  they  tell  the  same  old  story 
To  us  who  crave  in  vain  for  ease, 

That  "  Solomon  in  all  his  glory 

Was  not  arrayed  like  one  of  these." 


in 


*-pHE  earth  is  blushing  in  her  pride 
Of  crimson  roses,  deeper  dyed 
Than  clouds  which  float  at  eventide 

Across  the  sunset  sky  : 
Their  beauty  hath  our  fancy  caught, 
But  we  should  pause  to  give  a  thought 
To  all  the  deeper  lessons  taught 

Bv  roses  in  Julv. 
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The  charms  of  Spring  have  passed  away; 

No  more  we  see  the  lambs  at  play, 

No  more  through  fields  with  cowslips  gay 

We  hear  the  cuckoo's  cry; 
The  fresh  delights  of  Spring  have  flown, 
But  in  their  stead  we  call  our  own 
Those  richer  joys  more  fully  blown — 

The  roses  of  July. 

And  so  when  youth's  delights  have  fled, 
And  all  its  happy  hours  have  sped, 
Regretful  tears  we  should  not  shed, 

Nor  for  past  pleasures  sigh  : 
Though  childhood's  happy  days  are  o'er, 
And  they  can  come  again  no  more, 
We've  better,  brighter  things  in  store, 

Like  roses  in  July. 

The  roses  did  not  come  to  please 
Proud  elms  that  whisper  in  the  breeze, 
But  stooped  to  low,  unlovely  trees, 

That  now  in  beauty  vie ; 
So  we  should  strive  to  lighten  care 
In  desert  places  bleak  and  bare, 
Till  they  rejoice  and  blossom  fair 

As  roses  in  July. 
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The  roses  shine  with  gifts  combined ; 
Their  beauty  withers,  but  we  find 
They  leave  their  luscious  scent  behind, 

A  charm  that  cannot  die  ; 
So  we  should  strive  to  guide  our  feet, 
That  when  our  hearts  shall  cease  to  beat 
Our  lives  will  leave  a  fragrance  sweet, 

Like  roses  of  July. 

The  trees  that  now  with  wreaths  are  crowned, 
In  days  of  Winter  storms  were  found 
All  harsh  and  thorny;  stern  they  frowned 

Beneath  the  gloomy  sky ; 
A  crimson  chaplet  now  adorns 
Each  bough  that  late  was  decked  with  thorns ; 
They  blossom  in  the  Summer  morns 

With  roses  of  July. 

So  thorny  crowns  'neath  which  we  bow, 
Which  pierce  with  pain  each  aching  brow, 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  anguish  now, 

Shall  blossom  by-and-by — 
In  fadeless  Summer's  brighter  clime, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  or  time — 
With  flowers  fairer  in  their  prime 

Than  roses  in  July. 
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y  GATHERED  some  corn-flowers  early  one  morning, 
To   gladden    mine   eyes    with    their    colouring 

bright. 

And  with  their  rich  beauty  my  chamber  adorning, 
They  stood  for  awhile  a  most  glorious  sight. 

But  hid  from  the  sunshine,  their  colour  soon  faded — 

They  died  not,  nor  withered,  but  bravely  lived  on, 

Though  in  the  dark  room,  from  the  morning  light 

shaded, 

Their  brightness,  their  bloom,  and  their  beauty 
were  gone. 

An  emblem,  methought,  of  the  lives  spent  in  sorrow, 
Which  blossomed  with  promise  at  dawning  of  day; 

But,  hid  from  the  light,  no  fresh  beauty  they  borrow, 
Their  heavenly  colouring  passes  away. 

Despite  all  the  darkness  and  gloom  that  surround 

them, 
They  die  not,  nor  wither,  but  bravely  live  on, 
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Though   lost   are    the   glory   and    light   that   once 

crowned  them — 

Their  brightness,  their  bloom,  and  their  beauty 
are  gone. 

Who  ventures  to  blame  them  for  losing  their  beauty? 

No  sunshine  falls  on  them  to  render  them  fair ; 
Each  day  is  a  dreary  recurrence  of  duty, 

Unlightened  by  joy  and  o'ershadowed  by  care. 

If  flowers  away  from  the  sunshine  and  gladness 
No  longer  shine  forth  in  celestial  blue, 

What  wonder  that  lives   spent  in  gloom   and   in 

sadness 
Soon  lose  every  trace  of  their  heavenly  hue? 

But  soon  for  these  sad  ones  a  morning  shall  brighten, 

Dispersing  the  night  of  their  sorrow  and  pain, 
Whilst  sunshine  eternal  their  darkness  shall  lighten, 

O  ' 

And  bring  back  their  Heaven-born  beauty  again. 
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"TVJOT  long  ago  I  had  a  tree 

Which  was  a  sight  most  fair  to  see, 
'Twas  covered  thickly  as  could  be 
With  yellow  roses. 

Of  trees  it  was  indeed  a  queen, 
Right  royal  did  it  look,  I  ween, 
Embowered  in  a  golden  sheen 
Of  yellow  roses. 

At  first  my  roses  I  admired, 
But  I  had  more  than  I  desired, 
And  so  at  last  I  almost  tired 
Of  yellow  roses. 

For  I,  perchance  grown  passing  wise, 
Ceased  what  was  plentiful  to  prize  ; 
Being  so.  rich,  I  did  despise 
My  yellow  roses. 

But  when  at  last  there  came  a  day 
When  I  desired  a  golden  spray, 
They  all  were  gone — which  is  the  way 
Of  yellow  roses. 
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And  now  I  look  upon  my  tree, 
It  is  as  bare  as  it  can  be, 
And  not  a  vestige  can  I  see 
Of  yellow  roses. 

And  vainly  now  I  sigh  for  one, 
But  from  the  tree  each  bloom  is  gone, 
Which  lately  so  resplendent  shone 
In  yellow  roses. 

Ah  !  such  is  life,  and  such  are  we : 
We  prize  not  pleasures  till  they  flee, 
As  I  discovered  from  my  tree 
Of  yellow  roses. 

We  scorn  the  joys  we  often  meet, 
But  when  they've  fled  with  moments  fleet, 
We  learn — too  late — they  are  as  sweet 
As  yellow  roses. 

Let  us  be  happy  when  we  may, 
And  prize  our  blessings  whilst  they  stay, 
Ere  they  shall  all  have  passed  away 
Like  yellow  roses. 
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Purple  and  (Mix 

'-pHE  golden  corn  and  the  purple  heather 

In  royal  state  did  the  land  enfold ; 
And  the  children  laughed  in  the  sunny  weather, 
And  clapped  their  hands  at  the  purple  and  gold. 

One  short  month  passed,  and  brought  with  it  the 

sadness 

Of  Autumn  winds  and  of  Autumn  rain, 
And  though  still  the  children  laughed  in  their  glad- 
ness, 
They  looked  for  the  purple  and  gold  in  vain. 

I  wondered  whether  their  hearts  were  tender 
And  sad  that  such  beauty  had  passed  away, 

So  I  asked  them  what  had  become  of  the  splendour 
That  crowned  the  country  the  other  day. 

They  smiled  at  my  ignorance  all  unaided, 
And  told  me  a  secret  I  ought  to  know — 

How  the  purple  and  gold  were  not  lost  nor  faded, 
But  every  year  were  obliged  to  go ; 
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For  the  purple  and  gold  of  the  Summers  olden 
Were  used  to  build,  as  the  angels  list, 

A  City  on  high,  where  the  streets  are  golden, 
And  the  walls  are  glowing  with  amethyst. 

As  I  heard  the  children's  quaint  little  story, 
Methought  that  it  brought  a  message  to  all, 

For  we  all  are  sighing  for  faded  glory, 
And  longing  for  pleasures  beyond  recall. 

But  the  children  should  teach  us  to  cease  our  sighing, 
And  let  our  lives  with  fresh  hopes  be  crowned  ; 

There  are  no  such  things  as  losing  and  dying, 
For  the  dead  are  alive,  and  the  lost  are  found. 

The  joys  that  we  mourn  in  such  deep  dejection 
Were  carried  away  by  an  angel  hand, 

To  make  more  fair  in  their  full  perfection 
Our  mansions  prepared  in  the  far-off  land. 

We  shall  find  them  again,  all  those  treasures  olden — 
Not  one  shall  be  wanting,  not  one  be  missed — 

In  a  City  on  high,  where  the  streets  are  golden, 
And  the  walls  are  glowing  with  amethyst. 
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'-pHE  trailing  ivy  on  the  earth  is  found, 

And  closely  to  its  humble  home  it  clings, 
Nor  by  itself  can  ever  leave  the  ground 

From  whence  it  springs. 

Its  feeble  efforts  all  are  vainly  made 

From  earth  and  earth's  to  set  its  tendrils  free, 
Until  it  finds  a  home  beneath  the  shade 
Of  some  great  tree. 

The  ivy's  branches  round  the  trunk  are  thrown — 

And  then  at  last  its  lower  life  is  o'er ; 
'Tis  upwards  raised  to  better  things,  unknown, 
Undreamed  before. 

The  old  earth-loving  days  are  done  and  past — 

A  new  and  higher  life  is  now  begun ; 
The  trailing  ivy  wends  its  way  at  last 

Towards  stars  and  sun. 

So  we  to  earth  must  cling  until  we  find 

Our  rest  beneath  the  shadow  of  that  Tree 
Which  once  was  lifted  up  for  all  mankind 
On  Calvary. 
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We  fling  our  arms  around  it,  and  at  length 

Among  the  sons  of  Heaven  take  our  place, 
And    by   the    Cross    are    raised    from    strength    to 
strength, 

From  grace  to  grace. 

It  leads  us  upwards,  far  beyond  the  sway 

Of  earthly  cares,  beyond  the  toil  and  strife  ; 
In  it  we  find  the  new  and  living  Way— 
The  Tree  of  Life. 

It  lifts  us  out  of  darkness  into  light — 

The  light  which  shines,  undimmed  by  cloud  or 

mist, 

In  that  Eternal  City,  gleaming  bright 
As  amethyst, 

Where  conqu'ring  hosts  beside  the  Crystal  Sea 

With  swelling  songs  their  victories  recall, 
And  He  Who  died  for  us  upon  the  Tree 
Is  all  in  all. 
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autumn 


OUMMER  now  is  over, 

Winter  draweth  near  ; 
Soon  the  snow  will  cover 

All  the  landscape  drear  : 
Faded  leaves  are  lying 

Underneath  the  trees, 
And  a  sound  of  sighing 

Mingles  with  the  breeze. 

Yet  the  Autumn  sadness 

Doth  but  teach  us  this  — 
That  it  were  but  madness 

Here  to  seek  for  bliss  ; 
It  is  sent  in  pity, 

Telling  us  who  roam 
No  abiding  city 

Here  can  be  our  home  ; 

Where  the  dearest  treasures 

Longer  cannot  last, 
Where  the  sweetest  pleasures 

All  too  soon  are  past; 
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Where  a  bleak  November 
Kills  the  Summer  flowers, 

Where  a  chill  December 
Strips  the  Summer  bowers. 

And  it  comes  to  teach  us 

There  remains  a  rest, 
Where  no  change  can  reach  us 

In  those  mansions  blest ; 
Where  distress  and  crying 

Can  no  longer  stay — 
Sorrow  too  and  sighing 

Swiftly  flee  away. 

Here  all  beauties  vernal 

But  awhile  are  seen — 
There  a  Spring  eternal 

Decks  the  pastures  green  ; 
Here  the  Summer's  story 

Far  too  soon  is  told — 
There  unchanging  glory 

Floods  the  streets  of  gold  ; 

Winter  frosts  come  stealing 
Autumn's  treasures  here — 

There  the  tree  of  healing 

Blooms  throughout  the  year ; 
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Here  the  sunshine's  brightness 

Turns  to  darkness  soon — 
There  the  dazzling  whiteness 

O 

Needs  nor  sun  nor  moon  ; 

Here  our  heartstrings  quiver 

'Neath  their  burdens  sad — 
There  a  shining  river 

Makes  the  city  glad  ; 
Here  disciples  fervent 

Toil  and  strive  and  fight — 
There  each  faithful  servant 

Walks  with  Christ  in  white ; 

Here  the  voice  of  weeping 

Hushed  can  never  be — 
There  glad  psalms  are  sweeping 

O'er  the  crystal  sea ; 
Here  remotest  regions 

Raise  the  cry  "  How  long  ?  " — 
There  triumphant  legions 

Sing  the  victor's  song. 

So  we  feel  no  sadness — 

This  is  not  our  home ; 
But  we  seek  with  gladness 

One  that  is  to  come, 
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Where,  beyond  the  sorrow 
And  beyond  the  strife, 

Dawns  the  bright  to-morrow 
Of  eternal  life. 


permit, 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

QAFE  in  the  shelter  of  a  lonely  glen — 
A  refuge  which  the  distant  hum  of  men 

Could  reach  but  faintly — 
Untouched  by  human  blame  or  human  praise, 
There  dwelt  in  ancient  half-forgotten  days 

A  hermit  saintly. 

With  rapture  was  his  spirit  wont  to  burn ; 
Each  night  of  prayer  was  followed  in  its  turn 

By  prayerful  morrows : 
He  heeded  not,  in  his  exalted  life, 
The  sordid  cares  of  men,  their  paltry  strife, 

Their  sins  and  sorrows. 

As  he  one  Christmas-Eve  his  vigil  kept, 
Whilst  Nature  'neath  her  snowy  mantle  slept, 
He  saw  with  wonder 
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An  angel  standing  smiling  by  his  side, 
Whilst  Heav'n  to  hosts  seraphic  opened  wide 
Its  gates  of  thunder. 

In  silent  awe  the  hermit  bowed  his  head. 
"  Fear  not,  my  son,"  the  angel  sweetly  said 

In  accents  ringing ; 

"  Our  Christmas  carol  strive  to  learn  by  heart, 
And  see  if  thou  art  fit  to  take  thy  part 

In  Heaven's  singing." 

"  Glory  to  God  ! "  bright  hosts  of  seraphs  sang, 
"  Glory  to  God  ! "  the  highest  Heavens  rang, 

"To  God  be  glory!" 

"  Oh,  angel ! "  cried  the  hermit,  growing  bold, 
"  This  can  I  sing,  for  all  my  life  has  told 
The  self-same  story." 

The  ans;el  smiled — "And  art  thou  then  as  fain 

0 

To  sing  the  second  part  of  Heaven's  strain  ? " 

In  tones  sonorous 

The  white-robed  carol-singers  chanted  then, 
"  Peace  on  the  earth,  and  good-will  unto  men !  "• 

So  ran  the  chorus. 

In  tearful  shame  the  hermit  bowed  his  head. 
"  I  cannot  learn  the  angels'  song,"  he  said, 
"  Nor  sing  it  duly; 
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To  God  great  glory  I  have  ever  given, 
But  yet  to  save  men's  souls  I  have  not  striven, 
Nor  loved  them  truly." 

The  angel  answered  gently,  "  Grieve  not  so  ! 
Two  things  compose  man's  duty  here  below — 

Nay,  weep  not,  brother ! 
One  hast  thou  done,  nor  been  of  grace  bereft, 
Yet  none  the  less  thou  shouldst  not  then  have  left 

Undone  the  other. 


"  Be  comforted  !  it  is  not  yet  too  late ; 

Ne'er  closed  to  those  who  knock  is  Heaven's  gate- 
Now  do  thy  duty — 

Love  well  thy  fellow-creatures,  and  ere  long 

Thine  own  shall  be  the  sweet  seraphic  song 
In  all  its  beauty." 


The  hermit  straightway  left  his  lonely  glen, 
And  lived  and  worked  amongst  his  fellow-men 

Like  holy  leaven  : 

At  last — the  carol  learnt — he  ceased  to  roam, 
And  then  the  angels  bore  him  safely  home 

To  sing  in  Heaven. 


"  GOLD,  FRANKINCENSE,  AND  MYRRH."      33 


"dftoID  and  jTranfuncenge  an& 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

/~\NE  Christmas-Day,  in  long-forgotten  years, 

A  beggar  wept  exceeding  bitter  tears ; 
For,  whilst  the  thronging  people  went  their  way 
To  God's  own  house  to  keep  His  holy  day, 
To  deck  with  offerings  meet  the  Saviour's  shrine, 
And  praise  with  carols  sweet  the  Babe  divine, 
So  poor  was  he,  he  could  not  e'en  afford 
The  humblest  gift  wherewith  to  greet  his  Lord. 

As  sad  at  heart  the  weary  beggar  wept, 

It  chanced  he  fell  asleep,  and  whilst  he  slept 

He  dreamed  there  passed  before  his  tear-dimmed 

eyes 

Three  men  in  strange  and  Oriental  guise, 
Who — guided  by  a  bright  and  wondrous  star — 
Had  left  their  Eastern  home  and  travelled  far, 
And  still  were  pressing  onwards  night  and  day 
To  reach  the  manger  where  the  Saviour  lay. 

The  first — a  stately  man  of  noble  mien, 

With  wise  and  thoughtful  eye  and  brow  serene — 
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Addressed  the  sleeper  thus :  "  Pure  gold  I  bring 
To  sacrifice  before  the  new-born  King." 
Then  spake  the  second — who  was  young  and  fair : 
"  A  costly  gift  of  frankincense  I  bear, 
Distilled  from  all  the  sweetest  things  on  earth, 
And  therefore  meet  to  grace  a  monarch's  birth." 

The  third — a  weary  traveller,  worn  and  old — 
Sighed  :  "  I  have  neither  frankincense  nor  gold ; 
To  me  life  brings  the  bitter,  not  the  sweet, 
And  poor  indeed  I  go  my  King  to  meet : 
I  ne'er  have  found  pure  gold  without  alloy, 
Nor  yet  the  frankincense  of  love  and  joy, 
Still  all  I  have  I  give  Him,  and  believe 
That  e'en  the  bitter  myrrh  He  will  receive." 

An  angel's  voice  made  answer :  ( '  Blest  are  they 
Who  dedicate  their  gold  to  God,  and  pray 
That  He  thereof  will  fashion  crowns  of  light 
To  wreathe  their  brows  who  well  have  fought  the 

fight. 

Twice  blest  are  they  who  bring  the  costly  spice 
Of  life's  most  precious  gifts  as  sacrifice ; 
For  all  such  incense  burnt  before  the  Lord 
One  day  a  thousandfold  shall  be  restored. 
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!<  Thrice  blest  are  they  who — having  nought  at  all 
To  offer  save  the  wormwood  and  the  gall — 
Lay  down  their  sorrows  'neath  their  Saviour's  Feet; 
For  He  shall  change  their  bitter  into  sweet, 
His  loving  Hand  shall  wipe  away  their  tears, 
His  gracious  Smile  dispel  their  doubts  and  fears, 
Eternal  joy  shall  turn  their  night  to  day, 
Whilst  grief  and  sighing  swiftly  flee  away." 

The  beggar  wept  for  joy  :  "Ah  !  now  I  learn," 
He  cried,  "that  even  I  may  come  in  turn 
To  lay  my  gift  before  the  new-born  King, 
Whose  praises  all  the  hosts  of  Heaven  sing : 
Some  give  Him  costly  gold,  and  some  prefer 
Sweet  frankincense — I  nought  can  bring  but  myrrh; 
Yet  God  my  offering  will  not  worthless  deem." 
The  beggar  woke — and  lo !  it  was  a  dream. 


CJje 

"  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow." — "  They  shall  walk 
with  Me  in  white." 

T   ONG  years  ago  a  gentle  nun 

In  sorrow  mused  one  wintry  eve ; 
She  gazed  upon  the  setting  sun, 

And  sadly  did  she  grieve. 
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"  The  dying  day  is  worn  and  old, 

Its  fleeting  hours  have  swiftly  fled  ; 
The  land  is  dark  and  drear  and  cold — 
Just  like  my  life,"  she  said  : 

"  I  find  no  beauty  in  the  fields, 

The  woods  have  lost  their  leafy  pride, 
The  earth  nor  joy  nor  goodness  yields — 
Just  like  my  life,"  she  sighed. 

So  mourning  o'er  the  landscape  drear 

The  lonely  nun  in  sadness  wept, 
Till  night  with  shelt'ring  wings  drew  near, 
And  weary  Nature  slept. 

Next  morn  beheld  a  wondrous  change  ! 
The  land — serene  in  beauty's  might — 
As  far  as  human  eye  could  range 

Was  robed  in  snowy  white. 

Each  twig  that  quivered  in  the  breeze 

Resplendent  shone  with  countless  gems, 
And  crowned  were  all  the  leafless  trees 
With  sparkling  diadems. 

The  nun  in  silent  wonder  gazed — 
Such  beauty  made  her  heart  rejoice ; 
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And  whilst  she  stood  absorbed,  amazed, 
She  heard  a  stranger's  voice. 

Then  turning  quickly  round  she  saw 

An  angel  standing  by  her  side, 
Whose  shining  robes,  without  a  flaw, 

With  spotless  snow-drifts  vied. 

The  angel  spoke  in  accents  mild  : 

"  The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee, 
The  daylight  dawns,  and  I,  my  child, 
Am  sent  to  comfort  thee. 

"  Last  night  thou  grievedst  that  the  land 

Was  bare  and  bleak  and  cold  and  dead, 
And  now,  behold  !  a  mighty  Hand 

This  dazzling  robe  hath  spread. 

"  And  thou  didst  weep  because  thy  life 

Seemed  dead  and  cold  and  bleak  and  bare, 
All  wasted  in  earth's  toil  and  strife, 
And  showing  nothing  fair ; 

"  But  weep  no  more!  a  glorious  dress 

Thy  weary  eyes  by  faith  shall  see — 
Thy  garment  of  His  righteousness 

Who  gave  His  life  for  thee. 
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"  On  lowly  moss  and  lofty  pine, 

On  hill  and  vale,  the  snow  doth  fall — 
And  so  that  robe  of  grace  divine 
Is  free  alike  to  all. 

"  No  toil  that  shining  dress  can  win, 

Nor  lay  the  snow-drifts  o'er  the  sod- 
Both  fall  upon  this  world  of  sin, 

The  gracious  gifts  of  God. 

"  This  robe  can  lighten  all  thy  woe, 

And  hide  sin's  deepest,  darkest  scars  ; 
'Tis  whiter  than  the  driven  snow, 

And  brighter  than  the  stars  : 

"  So  clad  therein — by  nought  appalled — 
Obtain  the  crown,  and  win  the  fight ; 
Till — life's  night  ended — thou  art  called 
To  walk  with  Christ  in  white." 


jTaretoell  to  tfje  DID  gear. 

TT^AREWELL,  Old  Year,  farewell !  thy  tale  is  told, 

The  sun  is  setting  on  thy  dying  day, 
And  thou  art  teaching  us  the  lesson  old, 
That  everything,  like  thee,  must  pass  away. 
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And  yet  we  weep  not  that  thy  course  is  run, 
That  we  no  more  thy  hoary  head  shall  see ; 

Because  the  glory  of  thy  setting  sun 
Foretells  the  dawning  of  a  Year  to  be. 

We  learn  from  thee  that  all  things  pass  away — 
Yet  not  with  sadness  is  thy  message  rife, 

Because  we  know  that  night  shall  end  in  day, 
And  death  be  swallowed  up  in  better  life. 

We  lose  thy  days  of  Autumn,  dull  and  drear, 
Thy  Winter  speeding  fast  on  snowy  wing, 

And  in  their  stead  we  find  a  glad  New  Year, 

Bright   with   the   golden   hopes    of  Youth    and 
Spring. 

And  such  is  life  :  we  lose  a  world  of  care, 

Where  darkening  sorrows   loom  through  doubt 
and  mist, 

To  gain  a  City  like  to  jasper  fair, 

With  gates  of  pearl  and  walls  of  amethyst : 

We  leave  life's  sea,  and  all  the  storms  thereof, 
And  all  the  griefs  its  raging  tempests  bring, 

To  gain  a  River's  side,  the  streams  whereof 
Make  glad  the  City  of  our  Lord  the  King. 
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We  leave  the  scene  of  wars  that  never  cease, 
To  gain  a  Land  where  all  the  strife  is  o'er ; 

A  Land  where  all  is  love  and  joy  and  peace, 
And  nations  learn  the  art  of  war  no  more. 

Old  Year,  farewell !  thou  tellest  what  is  true — 
That  sunny  Spring  shall  conquer  Winter's  night; 

The  Old  shall  fade  away  before  the  New, 
And  darkness  vanish  in  the  dawning  light ; 

And  hoary  Time  shall  bring,  as  he  rolls  on, 
To-morrows  "  more  abundant "  than  to-day  ; 

Until  the  years  for  evermore  are  gone, 

And  all  the  "  former  things  are  passed  away." 


Jutriiee 

(ZIST  JUNE  1887.) 

"Vfow  on  high  we  lift  our  voices, 

Loud  and  long  our  songs  shall  be 
England's  loyal  heart  rejoices 

In  this  year  of  Jubilee  ! 
Led  through  pastures  gre.cn  and  shady 

By  her  Shepherd's  guiding  Hand, 
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Well  hath  ruled  our  Sovereign  Lady — 
Long  her  days  within  the  land ! 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  bells  are  ringing, 

All  around  is  gladness  seen, 
While  a  nation's  heart  is  singing — 
"  God  defend  our  gracious  Queen  !" 

Fifty  years  ago  we  crowned  her 

In  the  springtime  of  her  youth; 
Each  succeeding  year  has  found  her 

Walking  in  the  way  of  truth, 
Through  the  sorrow  that  refineth, 

In  the  love  death  cannot  slay, 
As  the  burning  light  that  shineth 

More  unto  the  perfect  day. 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  bells  are  ringing,  &c. 

Shall  not  we  whose  hearts  are  swelling 

With  the  thoughts  of  former  days, 
Sing  a  joyous  song  foretelling 

Future  triumphs,  fuller  praise  ? 
Strong  in  steadfast  hope  we  glory, 

Undismayed  by  doubts  and  fears, 
As  we  tell  the  wondrous  story 

Of  these  fifty  golden  years. 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  bells  are  ringing,  &c. 
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Well  we  know  the  Lord  will  hear  us ! 

Hitherto  His  help  He  gave  ; 
He  will  evermore  be  near  us, 

Swift  to  hear  and  strong  to  save  : 
Powers  of  darkness  cannot  sever 

Children  from  their  Father's  side ; 
He  will  be  our  God  for  ever — 

He  till  death  will  be  our  Guide. 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  bells  are  ringing,  &c. 

He  will  watch  in  goodness  o'er  us, 

Lead  us  on  from  strength  to  strength ; 
He  will  drive  our  foes  before  us 

Till  our  land  finds  rest  at  length; 
Till  with  trumpet-sound  of  warning — 

Whilst  earth's  shadows  fade  and  flee — 
Breaks  the  everlasting  morning, 
Dawns  the  endless  Jubilee. 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  bells  are  ringing, 

All  around  is  gladness  seen, 
While  a  nation's  heart  is  singing — 
"God  defend  our  gracious  Queen  !" 
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te  Jetoete. 

y  SAW  upon  the  ground  one  day 

A  piece  of  glass,  a  thing  of  nought ; 
Unheeded  on  the  turf  it  lay, 

Not  worth  a  second  look  or  thought : 
But  when  the  sun  shone  on  the  grass 

It  wrought  a  wonder — for,  behold  ! 
The  useless,  broken  bit  of  glass 

Shone  forth  like  gems  and  burnished  gold. 

And  thus — I  mused  in  sweet  surprise — 

On  us,  poor  shattered,  worthless  things, 
The  Sun  of  righteousness  shall  rise 

With  light  and  healing  in  His  wings : 
Though  long  "  among  the  pots  "  we  lay, 

Vile,  broken,  crushed,  in  days  of  yore, 
We  shall  be  His  in  that  great  day 

When  He  shall  count  His  jewels  o'er. 

When  He  shall  come,  by  all  adored, 
To  reign  in  perfect  peace  and  bliss, 

"  We  shall  be  like  "  our  risen  Lord, 
"  For  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is." 
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From  East  to  West — from  South  to  North— 
His  glory  all  things  shall  o'erwhelm, 

And  then  "  the  righteous  shall  shine  forth 
Like  sunlight  in  their  Father's  realm." 


J/TpwAS   afternoon    in    the    village-school,   and    a 

maiden  of  tender  years 
Bent  sorrowing  over  her  copy-book,  her  blue  eyes 

heavy  with  tears ; 
The  cramped  little  fingers  in  vain  tried  hard  the 

characters  strange  to  trace, 
And  the  poor  little  heart  was  beating  fast  with  fear 

of  the  sure  disgrace. 

"Oh!  teacher,"  she   cried,   "I   can  never  write — 

but  do  let  me  read  instead, 
And  you  will  give  me  the  best  of  marks  when  my 

lesson  to  you  is  read ; 
For  father  says  I  can  read  so  well  you  will  surely 

be  pleased  with  me  : 
But  I  cannot  write — and  if  I  try  I  shall  do  it  badly, 

you  see." 
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The  teacher  bent  a  comforting  look  on  the  pitiful 

face,  and  smiled — 
"Ah!  why  do  you  think  that  you  came  to  school, 

my  poor  little  foolish  child  ? 
You  came  to  school  just  to  learn  those  things  that 

you  never  could  do  before, 
So  the  worse  you  find  you  can  do  them  you  only 

should  do  them  the  more. 

"  But  now  let  me  sit  by  your  side,  my  child !  and, 

little  one,  we  will  try 
If  we  two  cannot  write  out  the  copy  together — just 

you  and  I : 
And  then  when  at  last  you  have  done  with  school 

and  no  more  lessons  will  need, 
You  shall  go  and  tell  your  father  at  home  you  can 

write  as  well  as  read." 

And  so  it  is  in  the  school  of  Life,  where  we  each 

one  long  for  the  lot 
For  which  we  think  we  are  suited  the  best;  and 

if  we  can  find  it  not 
We  sigh  with  a  sickness  of  hope  deferred  too  cruel 

for  words  to  tell, 
And  since  we  might  have  done  better  we  think,  we 

do  riot  try  to  do  well ; 
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Forgetting  we  came  to  school  to  learn   what  we 

never  had  learnt  before, 
So  the  worse  we  find  we  can  do  a  thing  we  just 

should  do  it  the  more ; 
We  should  do  what  we  find  is  the  hardest  till  all 

our  lessons  are  said, 
Till  we've  mastered  the  whole  of  Life's  teaching, 

and  written  as  well  as  read. 

And  for  us  too  there  is  a  Teacher,  who  can  perfectly 

understand 
How  hard  we  find  it  to  learn  aright ;  and  will  take 

us  each  by  the  hand, 
And  will  guard  us  and  guide  us  and  help  us  till 

school-time  has  passed  away — 
Till  at  home  in  our  Father's  House  we   keep  our 

glorious  holyday. 


"30  a  Little  C&ftt." 

TN  childhood's  days,  when  childhood's  books  were 
new, 

The  tales  I  read  would  sometimes  hush  my  glee 
And  make  me  cry ; — yet  still  I  read  them  through 

Because  my  father  gave  them  all  to  me  : 
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But  when  at  last  I  ceased  to  be  a  child, 
And  put  these  stories  of  my  childhood  by, 

I  still  remembered  them,  and  ofttimes  smiled 
With  wonder  that  such  things  could  make  me  cry. 

'Tis  thus  we  read  the  stories  of  the  years : — 
Therein  are  things  we  cannot  understand, 

Yet  still  we  read  them  bravely  through  our  tears 
Because  they're  given  by  a  Father's  hand : 

Their  grief  shall  pain  us  but  a  little  while ; 

And  when  we  reach  our  Father's  House  on  high 
We'll  still  remember  them,  and  ofttimes  smile 

With  wonder  that  such  things  could  make  us  cry. 


3[n  Sgemonam: 

JAMES  FRASER,  LORD  BISHOP  OF  MANCHESTER. 

oo  he  has  gone  from  us !  has  gone  for  ever 

Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  earthly  fame, 
And  left  behind,  to  be  forgotten  never, 
A  name. 
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We  mourn  him,  but  he  does  not  heed  our  sorrow, 
Nor  mark  our  hearts  with  grief  for  him  opprest, 
For  now  on  him  has  dawned  the  grand  to-morrow 
Of  rest. 

That  shining  light  was  his  which  never  paleth, 

But  shineth  on  unto  the  perfect  day ; 
That  charity  was  his  which  never  faileth 
For  aye. 

Right  bravely  through  the  world  his  way  he  wended — 

Life's  toils  and  conflicts  now  for  him  are  past ; 
To  Sion's  Hill  the  victor  has  ascended 
At  last. 

Now  he  has  joined  that  throng  of  every  nation 
And  tribe  and  kindred,  who    have   fought   the 

fight, 

And  walk  with  Christ,  their  Captain  of  Salvation, 
In  white. 

He  cannot  hear  the  tones  of  weeping  mortals, 

For  he  is  welcomed  by  the  angels'  cry ; 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  portals, 
On  high ! " 
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He  cannot  heed  our  lamentations  fervent, 

For  —  bending    low    before    the    Great    White 

Throne — 

He    hears   the   words:    "Thou   good    and   faithful 
servant, 

Well  done!" 


Cljree 


npHREE  roses  once  grew  in  a  garden  fair 

In  glorious  Summertide, 
And  lavished  their  sweets  on  the  perfumed  air? 

Rejoicing  in  rosy  pride, 
For  each  had  its  message  of  love  to  bear  — 

Its  place  in  the  world  so  wide. 

The  first  that  forsook  its  flowery  home 

Was  seized  by  a  childish  hand, 
And  carried  a  message  of  joy  to  some, 

A  happy  and  youthful  band  — 
"  The  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is  come, 

And  Summer  hath  filled  the  land." 

The  next  was  sent  by  a  passionate  youth 
To  a  maiden  sweet  and  fair; 
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"  He  loves  thee,"  it  whispered  :  the  maid  had  ruth 

And  twined  the  rose  in  her  hair, 
Because  it  had  taught  her  a  blissful  truth 

And  brought  her  a  gladness  rare. 

A  woman  by  care  and  poverty  steeled 

Plucked  the  last  flower  that  grew, 
And  soon  to  its  influence  sweet  did  yield, 

For  it  taught  her  a  lesson  true — 
"  If  God  doth  so  clothe  the  grass  of  the  field, 

Much  more  shall  He  care  for  you." 


a  @>ong  of  autumn, 

(A  Translation  from  the  German.) 

npHE  leaves  that  are  faded  are  silently  falling 

From  branches  forsaken  by  every  bird  ; 
The  stillness  that  reigns  in  the  woods  is  appalling — 
No  more  in  the  forest  sweet  songsters  are  heard  ; 
No  more  are  they  cheering  our  hearts  with  their 

singing, 

No  more  is  the  thicket  with  melody  ringing, 
The  earth  is  as  silent  and  still  as  a  grave  ; 
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Whilst  they,  the  sweet  songsters,  are  rapidly  wing- 
ing, 
Are  winging  their  way  over  mountain  and  wave. 

The  frosts  every  morning  grow  stronger  and  stronger; 

The  roads  are  forsaken,  deserted  the  ways ; 
The    nights,  dark    and    dreary,  grow    longer    and 

longer, 

And  shorter  and  shorter  the  dull  Autumn  days 
And  whilst  through  bare  branches  the  sad  winds  are 

sighing, 
The  sweet-throated  song-birds  are  steadily  flying, 

Are  flying  away  to  a  far-distant  land ; 
Whilst    here    in    the    Autumn   all   Nature   seems 

dying, 
They  seek  for  the  Spring  on  a  sunnier  strand. 

When  leaves  that  are  faded  are  silently  falling 
From  woods  which  in  Springtime  with  song-birds 

were  glad, 
When  reigns  in  the  forest  a  silence  appalling, 

Thy  heart  should  not  sorrow  though  Nature  be 

sad : 

Thy  way  through  life's  vale  be  thou  cheerily  wend- 
ing. 
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Thy  steps  towards  a  better  and  brighter  land  tend- 
ing, 
And  thou  shalt  find  peace  which  can  ne'er  pass 

away; 

For    thee   there   shall    blossom  a  Springtime    un- 
ending, 
A  Spring  that  can  know  neither  death  nor  decay. 


(TOomen  of  (KJeingfcerg. 

(A  Translation  from  the  German.} 

E  army  of  King  Conrad  the  Hohenstaufen  lay 
Before  the  gates  of  Weinsberg  for  many  a 
weary  day : 

The  citizens  were  conquer'd,  yet  their  arms  they 
laid  not  down, 

But  still  defended  to  the  last  their  noble  native  town. 

But  hunger  overcame  them  —  no  more  they  held 

their  ground : 
In  vain  they  sought  for  mercy — no  mercy  then  they 

found : 
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Quoth   Conrad,   "Many  soldiers    brave   have   here 

been  slain  by  you  ; 
If  once  you  open  wide  your  gates  my  sword  shall 

pierce  you  through!" 

The  women  then  petitioned :  "  If  what  thou  say'st 

must  be, 
Oh !  let  us  leave  the  town  unharmed,  for  innocent 

are  we." 
When  Conrad  heard  their  pleading  cry  his  anger 

did  depart, 
And  pity  for  their  helplessness  o'erflowed  his  manly 

heart. 

"  The  women  may  depart,"  he  said,  "  and  each  may 

take  from  here 
As  much  as  she  can  carry  of  the  things  she  counts 

most  dear ; 
So  they  their  choicest  treasures  unharmed  shall  bear 

away — 
To  this  King  Conrad  signs  his  name  and  sets  his 

seal  this  day." 

When  the  early,  early  morning  was  dawning  fair 
and  bright, 

The  Hohenstaufen's  army  saw  a  strange  and  won- 
drous sight ; — 
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The  city-gates  were  opened  wide,  and  forth  from 

every  street 
Came  crowds  of  starving  women  with  slow  and 

tott'ring  feet. 

But  when  they  saw  their  burdens  the  soldiers  all 

looked  black, 
For  each  one  bore  her  husband  right  bravely  on  her 

back. 
"Down  with  their  choicest  treasures  !"  was  now  the 

angry  cry, 
"These  women  have  outwitted  us  and  they  shall 

surely  die  ! " 

But  when  King  Conrad  saw  them  a  loud,  loud  laugh 
laughed  he: 

"  Right  well  the  Weinsberg  women  have  now  out- 
witted me ! 

I  cannot  break  my  promise,  for  well  I  understand 

That  a  Monarch's  word  is  sacred  in  the  German 
Fatherland." 

Thus  Conrad  kept  his  promise,  as  the  ancient  legends 

tell: 
In  the  year  eleven-hundred-and-forty  it  befell ; 
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So  in  those  distant  ages  men  had  learnt  the  lesson 

grand, 
That  a  Monarch's  word  is  sacred  in  the  German 

Fatherland. 


jTound, 

(A  Translation  from  Goethe.} 

TN  the  wood  I  wandered 

Listening  to  the  breeze ; 
Many  things  I  pondered 
Underneath  the  trees. 

There  I  saw  a  flower 
Growing  in  the  shade, 

Gladdening  a  bower 
In  the  forest  glade ; 

Rivalling  in  brightness 
Stars  in  Summer  skies, 

Or  the  dewy  brightness 
Of  a  maiden's  eyes. 
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Said  I,  "  Sweetest  flower 
Thou  shalt  come  to  me  ; 

Happy  was  the  hour 

When  I  chanced  on  thee  !  " 

Then  it  cried,  "  Why  take  me 
From  the  forest  glade  ? 

Prythee  do  not  break  me 
But  to  let  me  fade." 

O'er  it  long  I  tarried, 

Moved  its  roots  with  care, 

And  I  safely  carried 

Home  that  blossom  fair. 

Then  my  flower  I  planted 

In  a  quiet  place, 
Gave  it  all  it  wanted, 

Watched  it  grow  in  grace : 

Now  it  is  a  treasure 
More  to  me  than  gold, 

And  beyond  all  measure 
Fairer  than  of  old. 
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CJou  and  31* 

me,  Sweetheart,  can  I  ever  forget  thee, 
Ever  regret  I  have  worshipped  thee  so, 
Ever  can  cease  to  rejoice  that  I  met  thee, 
Met  thee  and  loved  thee  a  long  time  ago  ? 

Happy  the  days  that  we  twain  spent  together — 

Days  unforgotten  for  ever  by  me ; 
Happy  in  stormy  and  sunshiny  weather 

Simply  because  they  were  brightened  by  thee. 

Darling,  without  thee  the  day  is  so  dreary  ! 

Dreaming  of  thee  is  my  only  delight : 
Sweetheart,  without  thee  the  way  is  so  weary —   ' 

Starless  as  cloudland  and  sunless  as  night ! 

Shall  I  e'er  love  thee  less  fondly  than  now,  dear  ? 

Tell  me  if  e'er  my  devotion  can  die ! — 
Never  until  thou  shalt  cease  to  be  thou,  dear, 

Never  until  I  no  longer  am  I. 


58  "FOR  WORSE." 


" 


jTor 


T  T  THEN  moonless  is  the  Winter  sky, 
Then  brightest  is  the  starlight  ; 
Beyond  the  breakers  fierce  and  high 
We  see  the  beacon's  far  light  ; 

Through  branches  of  their  leaves  bereft 
The  sunlight  glitters  golden  ; 

The  moss  with  velvet  clothes  each  cleft 
In  ruins  grim  and  olden  ; 

On  fallen  towers  the  ivy  strong 

All  signs  of  wreck  effaces  ; 
The  streamlet  sings  its  sweetest  song 

Across  the  stony  places. 

And  so,  Sweetheart,  when  thou  art  old 
And  sad  and  worn  and  weary  — 

When  all  the  world  is  growing  cold, 
And  all  the  land  looks  dreary  — 

My  heart  will  follow  then  the  lead 
Of  star  and  moss  and  river, 

And  love  thee  most  in  greatest  need, 
For  ever  and  for  ever. 
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T  T  THEN  did  I  hear  thee  call  me  from  life's  feast 

To  walk  instead  the  narrow  way  of  truth? — 
When  did  I  know  thee  best  and  heed  thee  least  ? — 
Perchance  in  Youth. 


When  shall  I  trace  thy  teaching  to  its  end, 

And  find  that  on  my  fate's  close-written  page 
The  sweetest  lines  are  those  that  thou  hast  penned  ?- 
Perchance  in  Age. 


When  shall  I  cease  to  miss  thee  from  my  side, 
To  yearn  for  thee  with  every  passing  breath, 
To  pray  for  thee  at  morn  and  eventide  ? — 
Perchance  in  Death. 


When  shall  I  meet  thee  once  again  to  tell 

How  thou  hast  been  my  life's  upraising  leaven, 
To  answer  to  thy  questions — "  All  is  well "  ? — 
Perchance  in  Heaven. 
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autumn 


QWEETHEART,  the  Autumn  days  are  dark  and  dreary, 

The  wind  is  wildly  wailing  o'er  the  wold, 
The  year  and  I  are  growing  worn  and  weary, 
And  all  the  world  is  desolate  and  cold. 

It  seems  not  long  since  thou  and  I  together 
Made  merry  with  our  mirth  the  sunny  day, 

But  thou  didst  leave  me  with  the  Summer  weather, 
And  now  art  far  away,  so  far  away ! 

The  Springtime  will  return  with  all  her  treasures, 
The  Summer  with  her  glory  and  her  glow ; 

But  can  they  bring  again  the  bygone  pleasures  ?— 
I  do  not  know,  Sweetheart,  I  do  not  know. 

Once  more  the  garden  may  be  bright  with  posies ; 

But  will  they  be  to  me  as  sweet  and  gay 
As  lilies  that  are  dead,  and  faded  roses  ? — 

I  dare  not  say,  Sweetheart,  I  dare  not  say. 

New  friends  will  meet  me  and  will  greet  me  kindly; 

But  shall  I  learn  to  love  them  half  as  well 
As  thee  whom  I  have  loved  so  long  and  blindly  ?— 

I  cannot  tell,  Sweetheart,  I  cannot  tell. 
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£000  and  <J5aim 

j  SORROWED  that  the  golden  day  was  dead, 

Its  light  no  more  the  countryside  adorning ; 
But  whilst  I  grieved,  behold ! — the  East  grew  red 
With  morning. 

I  sighed  that  merry  Spring  was  forced  to  go, 

And  doff  the  wreaths  that  did  so  well  become  her; 
But  whilst  I  murmured  at  her  absence,  lo  ! — 
'Twas  Summer. 

I  mourned  because  the  daffodils  were  killed 

By  burning  skies  that  scorched  my  early  posies ; 
But  whilst  for  these  I  pined  my  hands  were  filled 
With  roses. 

Half  broken-hearted  I  bewailed  the  end 

Of  friendships  than  which  none  had  once  seemed 

nearer ; 

But  whilst  I  wept  I  found  a  newer  friend 
And  dearer. 

And  thus  I  learned  old  pleasures  are  estranged 

Only  that  something  better  may  be  given ; 
Until  at  last  we  find  this  earth  exchanged 
For  Heaven. 
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IE  moonlight  casts  its  gentle  beams 
O'er  hill  and  dale  and  meadow, 
But  where  it  lingers  not  there  seems 
A  dark  and  dreary  shadow ; 

The  sunlight  pours  its  dazzling  rays 
Across  the  landscape  golden, 

But  where  we  miss  its  brightest  blaze 
A  softer  is  beholden. 

So  human  love,  like  moonlight  pale, 

Our  virtues  seeth  dimly, 
And  throweth  o'er  our  faults  a  veil 

Of  shadows  haunting  grimly  ; 

But  Love  divine  doth  never  fall 

On  good  or  evil  solely, 
It  knoweth  all,  embraceth  all, 

And  understandeth  wholly. 
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/-i-io  know  through  all  Earth's  changes  that  Life 
must  conquer  Death — 

Which  is  perfect  Faith : 

To  trust  that  we  are  gaining  those  joys  for  which 
we  grope — 

Which  is  simply  Hope : 

To  love  our  fellow-creatures  as  we  beloved  would 
be— 

Which  is  Charity : 

To  have  these  three  abiding  our  daily  lives  to  bless — 
Which  is  Happiness. 


SONNETS. 


3  Bogai  @>iU)er=<G[leDDing. 

(IOTH  MARCH  1888.) 

T)LEST  with  a  Silver- Wedding  now  are  they 

Who,  hand  in  hand,  for  five-and-twenty  years — 
'Neath  clouds  and  sunny  skies,  with  smiles  and 

tears — 

Have  nobly  trodden  their  appointed  way. 
We  render  thanks  for  this;  and  also  pray 

That  they — unhurt  by  griefs,  unharmed  by  fears — 
May  long  be  spared,  till  'midst  a  nation's  cheers 
They  celebrate  their  Golden  Wedding-Day ; 
And  on  beyond,  till  some  far-distant  date, 

When — having  done  their  work  and  earned  their 

rest — 

They  lay  the  heavy  cares  of  empire  down, 
Resign  the  weary  load  of  worldly  state, 

And — leaving  what  is  good  for  what  is  best — 
Exchange  an  earthly  for  a  heavenly  crown. 
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3  'BirtijDag  Greeting, 

A/TOST  loving  birthday  greetings  now  I  send 

To  thee,  sweet  Friend,  upon  thy  natal  day. 
These  days  like  milestones  mark  thine  onward  way 
As  through  the  world  the  winding  path  doth  wend. 
Be  of  good  comfort !  for  the  road,  sweet  Friend, 
That  leads  thee  from  thy  childhood  glad  and  gay, 
But  leaves  behind  that  time  of  mirth  and  play 
To  bring  thee  nearer  to  thy  journey's  end. 
So  each  year  farther  from  that  happy  state, 

When  childhood's  fields  and  fruits  and  flowerets 

fair 

Shone  hazy-bright  in  morning's  golden  mist — 
Is  one  year  nearer  to  that  City  great, 

Which  hath  foundations  built  of  jasper  rare, 
With  gates  of  pearl  and  walls  of  amethyst. 


66        "A  RAINBOW  ROUND  THE  THRONE." 


"  3  Bainboto  rounti  about  tfje 

(REVELATION  iv.  3.) 

A    RAINBOW  round  the  Throne  shall  shed  its  light 

To  tell  the  old,  old  story  o'er  again, 
That  only  in  the  clouds  once  black  with  rain 
The  Arc  of  Promise  sets  its  jewels  bright ; 
That  only  those  who  well  have  fought  the  fight 
And  here  on  earth  have  suffered  grief  and  pain, 
Can  learn  to  swell  that  new,  triumphant  strain 
Which  ransomed  hosts  shall  sing  on  Sion's  height. 
And  then  those  white-robed  armies,  who  have  passed 
Through  tribulation  in  the  bygone  years, 

Shall  learn  that  all  the  sorrow  they  have  known 
Serves  but  to  bring  them  fuller  joy  at  last, 

When  Heaven's  sunshine  falling  on  Earth's  tears 
Girds  with  a  Rainbow  the  Eternal  Throne. 
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gates — each  gate  a  pearl — shall  open  wide 
To  welcome   conquering  hosts  who  come  to 

fling 

Their  golden  crowns  before  their  Lord  and  King 
In  that  fair  City,  His  all-glorious  bride. 
A  pearl  is  found  beneath  the  flowing  tide 

And  there  is  held  a  worse  than  worthless  thing, 
Spoiling  the  shell-built  home  where  it  doth  cling — 
Marring  the  life  near  which  it  must  abide. 
The  everlasting  portals  are  of  these, 

To  teach  us  that  perchance  some  heavy  load — 
Some  cross  'gainst  which  so  sorely  we  have 

striven, 

That  seems  to  mar  our  lives  and  spoil  our  ease — 
May  bring  us  nearer  to  the  Saints'  abode, 

And  prove  at  last  the  very  "  Gate  of  Heaven." 


68  REVELATION  xxii.  14. 


ffiefcetetion  xxii.  14. 

Blessed  are  they  that  do  His  commandments." — Authorised  Version. 
"  Blessed  are  they  that  wash  their  robes." — Revised  Version. 

Old  Book  teacheth  us  that  they  are  blest, 
And  enter  that  fair  City  filled  with  light 
Like  to  a  jasper  stone  most  clear  and  bright, 
Who  faithfully  fulfil  their  Lord's  behest. 
The  New  Book  saith  to  spirits  sore  distrest, 
That  they  who  wash  their  robes — though  black 

as  night — 

Shall  make  them  pure  in  God's  most  holy  sight, 
And  pass  through  pearly  gates  to  perfect  rest. 
The  Old  is  just; — but  yet,  alas!  how  few 

Have  done  their  Master's  bidding  here  below, 

And  never  faltered  spite  of  toil  and  pain : 
The  Old  is  just: — how  merciful  the  New! 

For  all  may  wash  their  robes  as  white  as  snow 
By  faith  in  Him  Who  died  and  rose  again. 
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Co  t&e  heliotrope, 

flower !  thou  waitest  on  the  Sun  all  day, 
Till  in  the  West  his  light  doth  fade  and  die; 
Then  Westward  dost  thou  turn  thy  weeping  eye 
To  guard  the  gates  through  which  he  passed  away. 
Whilst  thou  are  watching  at  those  portals  grey 
In  vain  for  him  that  lately  reigned  on  high, 
A  sudden  glory  floods  the  Eastern  sky 
Where  round  their  rising  king  the  sunbeams  play. 
Sweet  flower !  thou  servest  to  remind  us  now 
Of  her  who  long  ago,  in  bitter  need, 

Sought  vainly  that  dead  Lord  she  held  so  dear : 
She  heard  an  angel's  voice — "Why  weepest  thou? 
He  is  not  here,  for  He  is  ris'n  indeed !  " 

And  turning  straightway  saw  her  Master  near. 


70  TO  THE  OLD  YEAR. 


Co  tfce  Old  gear. 

y^vLD  Year,  farewell !  thy  fateful  thread  is  spun, 

And  now  at  last  thy  finished  work  we  see. 
Though  thou  hast  been  a  kindly  friend  to  me 
I  do  not  sorrow  that  thy  course  is  run : 
The  golden  glory  of  thy  setting  sun 
Is  but  the  dawning  of  a  year  to  be, 
So  all  regretful  thoughts,  Old  Year,  of  thee 
Are  lost  in  gladness  for  the  year  begun. 
Old  Year,  'twas  true  thy  pleasures  could  not  last ; 
But  yet  I  hold  it  to  be  just  as  true 

That  bright  to-morrows  shall  eclipse  to-day : 
The  future  shall  be  better  than  the  past — 
The  old  shall  be  forgotten  in  the  new — 

Until  "  the  former  things  are  passed  away." 


TO  THE  NEW  Y 'EAR.  71 


Co  tjje  Ji3etn  gear* 

"T  T  TE  bid  thee  welcome,  thou  unknown  New  Year, 

With  all  the  treasures  that  thou  hast  in  store! 

Thou  mayst   bring   less   than   former  years,   or 

more — 

Yet  still  above  them  all  we  count  thee  dear ; 
For  they  have  passed  away,  but  thou  art  near  : 
And  though  we  cannot  change  those  days  of  yore, 
Thou  sayst,  as  thou  art  knocking  at  the  door — 
"  Do  with  me  as  ye  will,  for  I  am  here !  " 
And  who  will  sigh  for  withered  leaves  and  dead, 
Whilst  far  in  front  and  fair  on  either  side 

Fresh  living  flowers  make  the  meadows  bright  ? 
And  who  will  turn — regretful  tears  to  shed — 
Towards  the  sad  West  where  yesterday  has  died, 
Whilst  all  the  East  shines  red  with  morning 
light  ? 


72  SPRING. 


Spring. 

OWEET  Friend,  the  land  is  filled  with  hope  and 

Spring ! 

Right  gaily  dance  the  golden  daffodils 
To  murmuring  music  of  the  rippling  rills, 
Whilst  happy  birds  in  fullest  chorus  sing ; 
The  blushing  woods  with  children's  laughter  ring ; 
The  thrush  her  joyous  paean  loudly  trills; 
The  lark  the  earth  and  sky  with  rapture  fills, 
And  cleaves  the  azure  dome  with  gladsome  wing. 
Spring  brings  their  beauty  to  the  budding  trees, 
She  decks  the  smiling  fields  with  flowerets  fair, 

She  teaches  warbling  birds  their  songs  of  glee: 
To  me  she  brought  a  greater  joy  than  these, 

A  crowning  gladness  sweet  beyond  compare — 
She  brought  me  thee,  dear  Friend,  she  brought 
me  thee. 
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Summer. 

•v  TO  more  the  noisy  mirth  of  Spring  is  ours, 

But  in  its  stead  a  joy  more  calm,  more  sweet — 
The  happy  stillness  of  the  Summer  heat, 
The  full-blown  glory  of  the  Summer  flowers. 
We  take  no  thought  of  rolling  golden  hours, 

Nor  dream  that  Time  can  march  with  footstep 

fleet 

Whilst  crimson  roses  spring  around  his  feet 
To  bar  his  entrance  to  the  Summer  bowers. 
No  more  our  hearts  can  feel  the  joy  of  Spring — 
That  joy  that  came  whilst  wild  March  winds  did 

blow, 

That  thrill  of  pleasure  when  our  love  was  new  ; 
But  in  its  stead  we  have  a  better  thing — 
The  still  delight  of  Summer's  golden  glow, 
The  peace  of  friendship  that  is  tried  and  true. 


74  A  UTUMN. 


Autumn. 

00  thou  art  gone,  my  Friend  I  held  so  dear ! 

No  more  the  swallows  build  beneath  the  eaves ; 
No  more  the  reapers  gird  the  golden  sheaves ; 
The  landscape — like  my  life — is  dark  and  drear. 

1  mourn  the  sunny  days  when  thou  wert  here — 
For  Summer  and  for  thee  my  spirit  grieves : 

My  joys  have  withered  with  the  withered  leaves — 
My  hopes  are  dying  with  the  dying  year. 
New  years  will  come  when  this  is  past  and  gone ; 
But  all  their  roses  red  and  violets  blue 

Can  ne'er  the  thought  of  faded  flowers  efface  : 
New  friends  will  meet  me  as  I  travel  on ; 

They  may  be  kind,  perchance,  and  good  and  true, 
Yet  none,  sweet  Friend,  can  ever  fill  thy  place. 


WINTER.  75 


(EOinter. 

npHE  snow  is  softly  falling  o'er  the  plain, 

And  slowly  hiding  'neath  a  veil  of  white 
The  fields  that  once  with  flowers  were  bedight 
In  days  of  Summer  sun  and  Summer  rain. 
'Tis  thus  forgetfulness  has  healed  my  pain — 
By  slowly  hiding  from  my  inward  sight 
The  dear  dead  joys  that  made  the  past  so  bright, 
And  therefore  I  am  happy  once  again. 
Yet  e'en  this  painless  peace  must  have  an  end ; 
The  sun  will  melt  the  snow  in  happy  tears, 
And  gild  the  earth  with  glory  as  of  yore : 
So  if  I  meet  thee  once  again,  sweet  Friend, 

Thy  smile  will  straightway  melt  the  mists  of  years, 
And  all  the  happy  past  be  ours  once  more. 


76  A  REGRET. 


a  Begrct. 

T   ONG  years  ago,  as  on  my  way  I  hied, 

I  plucked  a  bluebell  blooming  in  the  lea; 
This  simple  flower  brought  heartfelt  joy  to  me, 
But  soon,  alas !  it  faded,  drooped  and  died. 
Since  then  has  turned  my  fortune's  fickle  tide — 
And  now  before  my  wearied  eyes  I  see 
White  lilies  in  their  regal  purity, 
And  red  carnations  blushing  in  their  pride, 
And  royal  arums  in  their  snowy  state, 
And  yellow  roses  clad  in  cloth  of  gold  : — 
Ah  !  flowerets  fair,  ye  spread  your  charms  in 

vain, 

For  I  would  gladly  give  your  glories  great, 
Your  queenly  graces  and  your  gifts  untold, 
To  have  my  faded  bluebell  back  again. 


TWO  FRIENDS.  77 


A    FRIEND  have  I  of  beauty  great  and  rare ; 
If  good  or  wise  she  be  I  do  not  know, 
And  yet  for  her  my  heart  is  all  aglow — 
I  love  her  well  because  her  face  is  fair. 
Another  friend  have  I  my  joys  to  share; 
I  know  not  if  her  face  be  fair  or  no — 
I  love  her  face  because  I  love  her  so, 
And  feel  her  virtues  are  beyond  compare. 
And  which,  methinks,  is  dearer  of  the  two  ? — 
Because  the  first  is  passing  fair  to  see 

I'd  swear  all  virtues  follow  in  her  train  : 
Because  the  second  is  so  good  and  true 
Her  face  is  wondrous  beautiful  to  me  : 
I  know  not  which  is  dearer  of  the  twain. 


78  AT  THE  GATE. 


at  tfje  <5ate. 

"  T'LL  meet  thee  at  the  gate,  Sweetheart,"  said  he, 
"When  I  come  home  from  foreign  lands  again  ; 
As  here  we  part  to-day  in  grief  and  pain 
So  here  in  joy  I'll  keep  my  tryst  with  thee." 
He  sailed  away  across  the  sunlit  sea, 

But  soon  was  sleeping  'neath  the  stormy  main. 
She  waited  for  her  lover  long  in  vain — 
"  I  know  he'll  meet  me  at  the  gate,"  said  she. 
She  waited  through  the  long  and  weary  years, 
And  ever  at  the  gate  her  tryst  did  keep 

Until  at  last  she  knew  he  must  be  dead ; 
Then — having  lived  her  life — she  dried  her  tears, 
And,  smiling  sweetly,  softly  fell  asleep — 

"He'll  meet  me  at  the  pearly  gate,"  she  said. 


AN  OLD  LEGEND.  79 


an  £DiD  ILegenD. 

knights  went  forth  to  fight  in  days  of  yore: 
The  first  in  golden  armour  glittered  bright, 
The  next  in  burnished  silver  glistened  white, 
The  third  a  well-worn  suit  of  iron  wore. 
Each  on  his  breast  a  carven  legend  bore : — 

"Who  wears  the  Gold  shall  conquer  in  the  fight!" — 
"  Pleasure  and  ease  attend  the  Silver  Knight!" — 
"  The  Iron  Knight  hath  better  things  in  store !  " 
They  fought  right  bravely  through  the  bitter  fray ; 
And  when  at  last  night  fell  o'er  land  and  sea 

Each  warrior  went  to  his  allotted  place — 
The  first  was  crowned  the  victor  of  the  day, 
The  next  forgot  his  toils  in  mirth  and  glee, 
The  third  lay  dead,  a  smile  upon  his  face. 


8o  TO  MY  FRIEND. 


Co  m    jFrienD, 


Friend,  when  thou  wert  here  the  woods  were 

gay 

With  Summer  sunshine  glinting  far  and  near  ; 

Above  our  heads  the  sapphire  sky  shone  clear 
In  all  the  glory  of  the  golden  day. 
'Tis  Autumn  now  that  thou  art  gone  away, 

The  wild  winds  wail  thro'  woodlands  dark  and  drear 

In  sorrow  for  the  slowly  dying  year, 
And  all  the  sullen  sky  with  gloom  is  grey. 
They  tell  me  that  the  Winter  will  not  last  — 

That  surely  there  will  come  with  smiling  Spring 

A  glad  new  year  all  clad  in  vernal  green: 
But  ne'er  can  it  recall  the  happy  past, 

Nor  the  departed  days  ;  nor  can  it  bring 
Another  friend  as  dear  as  thou  hast  been. 


TO  MY  LADY.  Si 


Co 


QWEET  Lady  mine,  a  rose  thou  gavest  me  ! 

As  long  as  it  was  fragrant,  fresh,  and  fair 
Upon  my  breast  did  I  my  treasure  wear 
That  all  the  world  its  excellence  might  see. 
But  when  at  last  its  beauty  ceased  to  be, 

And  men  no  longer  for  its  charms  could  care, 
I  hid  it  next  my  heart  —  and  keep  it  there 
For  ever  in  fond  memory  of  thee. 
So  will  I  deal  with  thee,  fair  Lady  mine  !  — 
Whilst  thou  art  young  I'll  wear  thee  as  a  flower 

That  all  the  world  may  see  thee  and  adore  : 
But  when  thy  peerless  charms  have  ceased  to  shine 
And  men  no  longer  own  thy  beauty's  power, 
I'll  hide  thee  next  my  heart  for  evermore. 
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Compensation*. 

/^VNCE  on  a  time  I  grieved  because  my  bowers 
No  more  with  yellow  roses  were  bedight, 
Which  in  the  Summer  were  a  goodly  sight, 
But  which,  alas !  soon  fell  in  scented  showers. 
And  then  I  found  there  came  with  Autumn  hours 
Chrysanthemums  to  make  the  garden  light ; 
And  in  the  Spring  came  daffodillies  bright 
To  strew  the  shady  woodland  paths  with  flowers. 
'Twas  thus  I  learned  that  when  one  joy  has  fled, 
Its  empty  place  a  new-born  pleasure  fills, 

And  all  regrets  for  what  is  gone  are  vain  : — 
So  now  I  grieve  no  more  for  flowerets  shed, 
But  wait  among  the  golden  daffodils 
Until  the  time  of  roses  comes  again. 


BYGONE  YEARS.  83 


Begone  gears. 

T^AREWELL,  Old  Year  !  'tis  time  that  thou  shouldst 

g° 
The  way  that  all  the  years  have  gone  before  : 

They  vanished  in  a  hollow  nevermore 
Rife  with  the  echoes  of  the  long-ago. 
As  tapers  for  awhile  are  all  aglow 

Then  fall  to  ashes  and  their  day  is  o'er, 
So  faded  all  the  years  we  loved  of  yore, 
And  turned  to  ashes  all  we  used  to  know. 
Yet  blackened  ashes  are  not  charred  in  vain ; 
For,  hid  for  ages  from  the  daily  light, 

They  slowly  change  from  dust  to  sparkling  gems: 
So  shall  we  find  our  long-lost  years  again, 

When,   changed    by   conquered    Time  to  jewels 

bright, 
They  crown  our  brows  with  royal  diadems. 
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